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| Pity's the darling Paſſion of their Hearts, 


Was it tor Gain the Husband firſt conſented ? Mating Eu, 
O yes, their Gains are mightily augmented: 


To you, our Benefactors, lowly Bowing 
A long Eyypriar Bondage we endur'd, Fl 
Till Freedom, by your Juſtice, we procur d: 


Had not your Bounty taught us to refuſe, 
. Freedom's of Engliſh Growth, I think, alone 


A Free born Player loachs to be compell'd; 
Our Rulers Tyranniz'd, and We Kebell'd. 


How we obtain d the Favour; 
Why then l' tell you, ( for 1 hate a Lye ) 


Which has not coſt the Houſe a ſingle Shilling; 


Vu ſee Pm Young, and to that Air of Toxth, 
Some will add Beauty, and 2 little Truth; 


Prevail'd to captivate your op'ning Hearts. 


And luringly I led them as I lift. 


For thus you may take N and keep your Places, 


PROLOGUE 


SPOKEN BY 


Mrs. Beacegirdle, | 


AT THE 


Entertainment of Love for Love. 


Uſtom, which every where bears mighty Sway, 
Brinos me to act the Orator to Day : 
But Woman, you will ſay, are ill at Speeches. 
Tis true. and thercfore I appear in Ereeches 
Not for Examplc to your City Wives, 


Ar. 


That by Preſctiption's ſettled for your Lives, 


 Biih ber Hud, 
over her #&ca21, 


And yet methinks. it might have coſt ſome Strife : - 
A Pallive Husband, and an Active Wile 8 
*Tis aukward, very aukward, by my Life. 

But to my Speech. Aſſemblies of all Nations 

Still are ſuppos d to open with Orations : © 

Mine ſhall begin, to ſhew our Obligations. 

W hoſe Favours have prevented our Undoing , aq 


Our Taskmatters were grown ſuch very 7ers, 1 
We muſt at length have Piayd in Wooden Shoes, 8 | 


What for loſt Sagi, Freedom can attone ? 


Freedom 1 the Wiſe Man's Wiih,tie Poor Man's Wealth, | 
Which you, and I, and moſt of us enjoy by Stealthz | 
The Soul of Pleaſure, and the ſweet of Life, 
The Woman's Charter, Widow, Maid, or Wife, 8 
This they'd have cancell'd and thence grew the Strife. 
But you, perhaps, wou'd have me here confeſs 

Can't you gueſo? 


By Brib'ry, errant Brib'ry, let me die: 

I was their Agent but by 7ove I ſwear, 

No honourable Member had a ſhare, 
Tho? young and able Members bid me Fair: 

I choſe a wiſer way to make you willing, 


8 


Now you ſuſpect at leaſt 1 went a Billing. 


But true as Steel he” s Mettle to the laſt; 


Tet now he gives you all that's 


I 


Theſe pow'rful Charms, improv'd by pow ful How, 


Thus furniſh'd, I preferr'd my poor Petition, 
And Brib'd ye to commiſerate our Condition: 
I laugh'd, and ſigh'd, and ſung, and leer'd upon ye, 
With roguiſh Loving Looks, and that way won ye: 
The Young Men kiſs'd me, and the 014 I kiſs'd, 


The Ladies in meer Pity took onr Parts, 


Thus Bribing, or thus Brib'd, fear no Diſgraces , 


EPILOGUE 


SPOKEN 3.4 


Mrs. Barr V. 


4pil the 7 , 1709. 
Ata Repreſentation of Love for Love: 


For the Benefit of - 


Betterton, 


At his leaving the 8 TAGE, 


A S ſome Brave Knight, who once with Spear & Shield, 
Had ſought Renown in meny a well Fought Field, 
No longer now with Sacred Fame npir'd, 

Was to ſome Peaceful Hermitage retir'd, 

There, if by Chance diſaſtrous Tales He hears, 

Of Matron Wrongs. and Captive Virgine Tears; 
He feels ſoft Picy urge his Gen'rons Breaſt, 

And vows once more, to ſuccour the Diſt refs d; 


Buckl'd in Mail he ſallies on the Plain, 


And turns him to the Feats of Arms again. 

80 We, £6 former Leagues of Friendſhip true, 
Have bid once more, our Peaceful Homes diem, 
To aid old 7 HOM AS, and to Pleaſure YOu—— 
Like Errant Damſels boldly we Engage, 

Arm'd as you ſee, for the Defenceleſs Stage; 


| Time was, when this Good Man no Help did lack, 


And ſcorn d that any She, ſhould hold his Back, 


But now — ſo Age and Frailty have ordain'd 


By two at once, * he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd; 
You ſee, what failling Nature brings Man to, 
And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of You; 
Mrs. Barry and Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Tho' Old, you find his Strength is not clean * 


If better he perform'd in Days of Tore, 
in his Pow? r, 9 
What can the Tyungeſt of you all do more:? 

What he has 3 tho breſear Praiſe be Dumb, 
Shall haply be a Lene in times to come, E 
As now we talk of 'Aujrizs and of Rome— WM 
Had you with-held your Favours on 8 Night, 

Old Shakeſpeare's Ghoſt had Risn to do him Right a 
With Indignation had you ſeen him frown 

Upon a Worthleſs, Witleſs, Taſteleſs Town, 
Griey'd and Repining you had beard him ſay, 3 
Why are the Muſes Labours caſt away . 
Why did I only write, what only he cou'd, Play 8 
But ſince like Friends to Wit thus throng'd you meet, 
Go on, and make the Gen rous Work compleat, 


| Be true to Merit, and ſtill own his Cauſe 


Find ſomething for him, more then bare Applauſe, 

in juſt Remembrance of your pleaſures paſt : 
Be kind, and give him a Diſcharge at Laſt. 
In Peace, and Eaſe, Life's remnant let him wears 
And hang his Conſecrated Baskin * here. 5 


Pointing to the Top of the Stage. 


1 1 — way * # 
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